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This said, this done, he rose, even dred with rest,

With heart as carefull as with careless grace,

With shrinking legs but with a swelling breast,

With eyes which threatened they would drown his face,

Fearing the worst, not knowing what were best,

And giving to his sight a wandering race,

He saw behind a bush where Klaius sate,

His well-known friend, but yet his unknown mate.

Klaius the wretch, who lately yielden was

To bear the bonds which time nor wit could break,

(With blushing soul at sight of judgment's glass,

While guilty thoughts accused his reason weak),

This morn alone to lonely walk did pass,

Within himself of her dear self to speak;

Till Strephon's plaining voice him nearer drew,

Where by his words' his self-like case he knew.

For hearing him so oft with words of woe

Urania name, whose force he knew so well,

He quickly knew what witchcraft gave the blow,

Which made his Strephon think himself in hell:

Which when he did in perfect image show

To his own wit, thought upon thought did swell,

Breeding huge storms within his inward part,

Which thus breath* d out with earthquake of his heart

In vain, mine eyes

IN vain, mine eyes, you labour to amend
With flowing tears your fault of hasty sight,
Since to my heart her shape you so did send
That her I see, though you did lose your light.
In vain, my heart, now you with sight are burn'd,
With sighs you seek to cool your hot desire,
Since sighs (into mine inward furnace turn'd)
For bellows serve to kindle more the fire.
Reason, in vain, now you have lost my heart,
My head you seek, as to your strongest fort,
Since there mine eyes have play'd so false a part,
That to your strength your foes have sure resort.
Then since in vain 1 find were all my strife,
To this strange death I vainly yield.my life.